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not nearly so consistent. It was convenient to people
history with a set of characters who were invariably
recognisable and acted in uniform obedience to a single
prescribed motive, with which they were distinctly labelled.
But these portents with one feature bore no more relation
to the truth than the Cyclops' solitary eye to a normal
human countenance, since even public men are human,
and no human being yet was ever made of one ingredient
alone*

Besides, the method frequently ignored the vital circum-
stance of human growth.   It was noticeable that its most
typical creations rarely changed between the cradle and the
grave, although few persons outside the fascinating pages of
these studies are identical at sixty and at twenty-one.  There
was a fatal tendency to ignore this simple commonplace, to
reconstruct some public figure in loving detail as he stood in
a familiar pose at some historic moment, and to propel this
effigy wholly unaltered through all the changing phases of a
long career.   The risks are obvious, since public men in-
variably impress themselves upon the public mind at a par-
ticular stage of their development.   Thus, the Duke of
Wellington stands in the national memory as a bleak figure
uttering staccato oracles drawn from a lifetime of experience;
but it would be erroneous to conclude that Arthur Wellesley
was born with this equipment.   Lord Palmerston is best
remembered as a genial elder with a flavour of the Turf, and
Mr. Gladstone as an apocalyptic voice ingeminating woe upon
Lord Beaconsfield before staring rows of Midlothian electors.
But what could be more misleading than to introduce those
well-known figures at any earlier stage of their careers ?
They were not always thus.   Lord Liverpool's unenterpris-
ing Secretary at War, chained to a departmental desk for
nineteen years by inclination and a shrewd knowledge of his
own limitations, is barely recognisable in the gay Prime
Minister of 1860 ; and the prim, black-haired young Church-
man, who answered to the name of Gladstone in 1840, would
not have recognised himself in the crusading fervour of